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Summary: Kyoya and Mai have been through so much together in the past 
year. Now in their final year at Quran, they are getting ready to 
take that next step into adulthood as they prepare to head to 
university. They'll also be kept busy planning a wedding and the 
drama their families just can't seem to stay out of. Sequel to 'Thy 
Enemies Closer' and 'Eor Better or Worse'. 


1 . Chapter 1 
Kyoya ' s PQV 
"Kyoya ! " 

I sighed to myself and turned away from the mirror toward the 
direction the voice was coming from. "Yes, what is it?" 

The click of heels hitting against the hardwood flooring of my 
bedroom flooded into the bathroom, alerting me to Mai's approach. Not 
a moment later, Mai appeared in the doorway. She looked beautiful, as 
always. Her red hair had been pulled out of her face in an extremely 
intricate bun and her make up brought out her eyes. Her dress was a 
simple, deep purple floor length gown. The neck of the dress was 
high, a silver band connecting it. My one problem with the dress was 
the cuts in the sides that reveal a bit too much of her stomach for 
me to be comfortable. I had brought up the concern to Mai casually, 
but she had simply laughed at my concern and insisted it was fine. I 
really had no choice but to accept it. 

"Have you seen my other earring?" Mai asked, a frown pulling at her 
lips . 

I held up the piece of jewelry she had left in my bathroom and went 
back to fixing my hair. Mai took the earring and stood beside me in 
the mirror to put it in. I finished fixing my clothing quickly and 



turned to her. 


"Are you ready?" 

Mai nodded and took my hand in hers. She grabbed her purse before 
leaving my room and allowing me to escort her down the stairs. We 
slid into the car my driver had waiting for us and started toward the 
venue where my family would be waiting for us. Mai was looking out 
the window in a distracted fashion and fiddling with the engagement 
ring on her left hand. 

"What's on your mind?" I asked placing my hands on top of hers. 

Mai intertwined her fingers with mine and shrugged. "I was just 
thinking about how this is going to be the last charity ball we have 
to attend for a while. I mean, next year you and I will be off at 
university . " 

I could hear the undertone of fear in her voice, but it was over 
taken by the more prominent tone of excitement. I nodded in 
agreement. It was strange to think that this yearly chore was over 
after this year. At least for a while. If I didn't take over my 
father's company, this would be the last charity ball for the 
hospital Mai and I would ever have to attend. 

"I'm almost sad that this will be our last charity ball." 

Mai smiled and gave my hand a light squeeze. "I know what you mean. I 
suppose its bitter sweet." 

I nodded and turned to look out the window, watching the scenery pass 
by quickly. "I suppose it is." 

Mai didn't get a chance to reply before the car came to an abrupt 
stop and the car door opened. I assisted Mai in getting out of the 
car and thanked the driver before pulling her toward the entrance of 
the ball. Mai leaned into me, holding onto my arm tightly as we made 
our way down the stairs toward the banquet hall. I scanned the room, 
looking for familiar faces. It was the usual families. To my 
surprise, although perhaps it shouldn't have been a shock, Mai's 
father was speaking with mine on the other side of the dance floor. 

We had barely stepped off of the last step when Ryo stepped away from 
the crowd and directly in front of me and Mai. 

"Mr. Ootori, Mai. I didn't know the two of you would be in attendance 
this evening." His gaze went from me to Mai. He scanned Mai quickly, 
his expression turned from indifferent to disapproving. 

I moved my arm around Mai's waist and pulled her closer to me. Ryo 
looked up at me, obviously annoyed. I felt Mai slip her hand to the 
small of my back instinctively and clutched her purse to her chest 
with her free hand. 

"We had some things to take care of before tonight." I explained 
coolly . 

Ryo nodded. "I'm sure the two of you keep busy." 

"We do. With all of the school work we needed to get done, I'm 
surprised we were able to make it here at all." Mai interjected 



evidently trying to avoid any sort of argument breaking out between 
the two of us. 

Ryo ran his hand down his suit jacket, smoothing out the nonexistent 
wrinkles. "I'm sure." 

I caught my father's eye and nodded. "You'll have to excuse us." 

I didn't offer an explanation before turning Mai away from her 
brother and leading her toward the other side of the room. Mai and I 
took our seats at the table, my father sat to my left and Mai on my 
right. I laid my hand on top of hers and could feel the stone on her 
ring pressing into my palm and the coolness of the band that resided 
on her left hand. Mai glanced at our hands and then to me before 
turning her hand over to hold mine. Our eyes met for a moment and she 
offered me a slight smile before dinner was laid down on the table 
before us and our hands unlocked. 

After dinner, couples began to flood the dance floor. I glanced to 
Mai and extended my hand to her. Her eyes flickered from my hand to 
my face before she took it without a word and allowed me to lead her 
to the middle of the dance floor, now being overrun with couples. I 
placed my free hand on her waist and led the dance quietly. 

"It's funny, isn't it? She confessed breaking the lovely silence that 
had been between us . 

"What is?" I questioned wanting to make sure I was following her 
train of thought. 

I spun her slowly and then pulled her a little closer than was 
necessary for a waltz. "I believe we were in this position a year 


A gentle smile pulled at my lips, "Yes, I suppose we were." 

"Can I tell you something?" She asked as the music began to shift 
ever so slightly. 

I nodded, "Of course." 

Her eyes met mine and a smile made its way to her face, "I'm glad you 
asked me to dance last year." 

I brought the hand I was holding to my lips before dropping it and 
wrapping both of my arms around her waist. "I'm glad you said 


Mai brought her arms around my neck and laid her head on my chest as 
we swayed to the music, allowing the other couples to continue their 
waltz around us. I caught her brother's eye from across the room. He 
was clearly glaring, a visible grimace on his face. I tightened my 
grip around Mai's waist and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. I 
kept my gaze locked with Ryo ' s until he finally looked away and 
stalked off. I rolled my eyes, a little less than a year after our 
first introduction and he still disapproved of our relationship. I 
wasn't going to allow him to influence the relationship Mai and I had 
developed though. 


By the time Mai and I returned to the Ootori Manor, we were both 



exhausted. We walked up the stairs, hand in hand and down the hall 
toward where our bedrooms were. Mai swung our hands slightly, but 
nothing anyone around would actually notice. When we finally got to 
her door she turned to me and, releasing my hand, crossed her arms 
over her chest. 

"What's bothering you? And do not even think about saying nothing." 
She warned. 

I felt my lips involuntarily tug into a smile and took a step forward 
before pressing a kiss to her forehead. "We'll talk tomorrow." 

She let out a short humorless laugh and nodded. "Alright." 

I pressed a quick kiss to her lips and bid her good night. Mai opened 
the door to her bedroom and paused in the doorway before turning back 
to me, her earlier smile was now pulled into a deep frown. 

"Should I be worried?" She questioned. 

I took her hand in mine and gave it a light squeeze. "You will never 
have to worry, Mai. I promise, it's nothing that can't wait until 
tomorrow . " 

Her lips tugged back up into a tired smile and she pulled me back 
toward her and kissed me again. This time, I felt her relax against 
me and she smiled into the kiss. I gripped her waist tightly and held 
her as close as I could before pulling away to kiss her forehead 
again . 

"We'll talk in the morning. Good night, Mai." 

She gave me hand one more squeeze before letting me go. "Good night, 
Kyoya . " 


2 . Chapter 2 
Kyoya ' s POV 

I began putting my things from the day back into my locker when I 
noticed Mai pull something out of her locker. I watched her from the 
corner of my eye as she rolling her eyes and tossed whatever it was 
back into her locker without much thought. I put my last book away 
and shut my locker before heading over to where she was standing 
still pulling things from her locker. 

"What was that?" I questioned. 

Mai hummed in response before shrugging. "Nothing to be concerned 
with . " 

I frowned and looked in her locker where a crisp, white envelope sat 
atop of her books. "What is that?" 

Mai sighed in what seemed to be annoyance. "Honestly, it's nothing 
important." I gave her a look and she reluctantly pulled the envelope 
out of her locker. "It's just a letter from one of your fans." 


I opened the envelope and pulled out a pastel pink paper folded into 



thirds to fit neatly into the envelope. I unfolded it carefully and 
examined it. The letters were printing in red ink was almost 
illegible, but with some trouble I could make out the words. I read 
it over and grew more troubled with every word. I folded it up once 
more and put it back in the envelope before tucking it into my bag. 
"I'll have someone look into this immediately." 

Mai chuckled lightly before shutting her locker. "That's unnecessary. 
It's really not a big deal. I get at least one of those every few 
weeks . " 

"When did this begin?" The more we discussed the letter, the more 
concerned I got . 

Mai leaned against her locker for a moment, evidently trying to find 
an answer for my question. Eventually she shrugged and pushed off her 
locker to stand up straight. "Probably around the time we announced 
our engagement. It's honestly nothing to worry about." 

"Why didn't you tell me about this sooner?" I pressed. 

Once again Mai shrugged. "It didn't seem important." 

"They threatened you." I spoke slowly, unsure if she was really 
unaware of the severity of these letters or if she was trying to play 
it off. "Is it the same every time?" 

"Of course not, that would be cause for concern." Mai rolled her eyes 
as she started walking down the hall. I followed suit, matching her 
stride easily. "And I know what they did, but they're from high 
school girls. They're not really going to do anything. It's just a 
letter." She turned to me and sighed when she met my gaze. "If it 
puts your mind to rest, you can look into it, but it really doesn't 
bother me. They're just jealous because well..." She gestured to me 
as if that alone was an explanation. "If they want to let out that 
anger via a letter then they can. I'm not going to be intimidated by 
a letter written on pink stationary." 

I rolled my eyes before taking her hand in mine while we walked in 
the direction of the host club. "I will be looking into this. I'd 
like to put these letters to rest regardless of whether or not they 
bother you." 

Mai laughed lightly as if this was all a game to her. "Feel 
free . " 

"I do . " 

As we reached the bottom of the stairs that led up to the floor Music 
Room #3 was located, Mai released my hand. I stopped walking and 
turned to face her. She was smiling to herself. 

"I'm not going with you today, I have a meeting to go to." 

I frowned. "A meeting for what?" 

"Well, I can't tell you because I don't want to jinx it. However, I 
will tell you it's with your father." Mai didn't elaborate any 
further, but the fact that she was meeting alone with my father was 
cause enough for concern. 



"You aren't going to tell me what it's about?" 


She shook her head and pressed a kiss to my lips. "It's nothing to be 
worried about. I'll see you tonight." 

Mai's POV 

I changed quickly in one of the girls locker rooms before heading out 
to the parking lot. When I slid into the back of the Ootori ' s car I 
shed my suit jacket and leaned back. I was admittedly nervous to meet 
with Mr. Ootori about the matter at hand. I hadn't even consulted 
Kyoya about it. Still, I was sure he would approve. Mr. Ootori, 
however, was another matter altogether. Unlike, Kyoya who seemed to 
support most of my ideas, Mr. Ootori was hesitant to listen to 
anything I had to say. In the past few months he had seemingly 
changed his mind on the matter, or at least lightened up on the idea 
of me contributing my own ideas to conversations. 

The car stopped outside of Ootori manor and my driver opened the door 
and helped me out. I thanked him with a small smile and headed up the 
steps and into the familiar foyer. I pulled my suit jacket back on 
over my red blouse and adjusted it all in the mirror in the bathroom 
on the bottom floor. When I felt I looked presentable, I nodded to 
myself and headed into the hallway that led to Mr. Ootori ' s office. I 
knocked twice before opening the door and letting myself in. After 
all, he was expecting me. 

"Mr. Ootori?" I questioned. 

He stood up at my entrance. "Miss Kato, take a seat." 

I tried to read his expression as I entered the room, but his eyes 
were hidden behind glasses. I felt my heart pounding against my chest 
and I couldn't really breathe correctly. I unbuttoned the solo button 
on my jacket as I sat and Mr. Ootori waited patiently for me to 
begin . 

I cleared my throat and folded my hands in my lap. "Mr. Ootori, I 
would like to offer you an idea I had for expanding your company." He 
leaned forward slightly and I took it as a cue to continue. "It would 
take a little work, but if you feel it is worth following through, I 
promise it won't disappoint you." 

"And what would this idea be?" He pressed. 

I forced a confident smile and sat up a little straighten. "I'm glad 
you asked . " 


End 
f lie . 



